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"Will you telephone me/' Granet asked, "if the
police open up the place?**
**I let master know, but the shops in small places
and even in Cannes will soon be closed/*
"Seems to me that I shall go to bed hungry/*
"Master eat more to-morrow," the boy an-
swered consolingly, ringing off.
Granet was philosopher enough to count a din-
nerless evening as amongst the very small incon-
veniences of life. He sat sorting his papers and writ-
ing letters until nearly eight o'clock. Then he
selected two of his favourite biscuits and mixed
himself a cocktail. He stepped outside on to his
miniature terrace. In the acacia trees almost op-
posite his gate a nightingale was singing. A little
farther away a solitary owl every now and then
croaked out his tribute to the otherwise voiceless
night. The Manoir was a blaze of light tlirough the
trees. He had just commenced his second cocktail
when he paused and set the glass down. He heard
that quaint sound which was like nothing else on
earth: the padding of feet upon the grass in un-
broken rhythm. Each footfall was inevitable as the
sIowgsTCing of a pendulum. Granet rose quietly and
peerej**out 'mto the semidarkness. He perceived a
dad ?prm advancing, and presently Postralli, un-
ruffled, presented himself.
'"Gentleman," he announced, ^is invited to din-
ner at the Manoir/*
"Very kind of somebody, I'm sure," Granet